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ftory ofluft and foulc thought* .* they met fo neere with their ljp S( 
that their breathes embrac’d together. When thefe mutualities 
fo marfhallthe way, hand at hand,cornes themaine cxcrcifc,the in. 
corporate conchifion. But fir,be you rul’d by mee, I baue brought 
you from Venice : watch you to night, for your command 1’lelay‘t 
vpon you y Cafsio knowes you not, He not befarre from you, do you 
finde feme occafion to anger Cafiio , cither by fpsaking too loud, or 
tainting his difcipline,or from what other caufeyoupleafe ; which 
the time (lull more fauourably miniftcr. 

Rod. Well, 

lag. Sir he is rafli, and very fuddain in cholcr,and haply with his 
Trunchcn may ftrikeat you; prouoke him that he may,for eucnout 
of that,will I caufe thefe of Cypres to mutiny , whole qualification 
fhall come into no true trull again‘t,but by the difplanting ofCafsir, 
So fhall you hau; a fhorter journey to your defires by the meanes I 
fhal th en haue to prefer them,& the impediment, mod profita bly re. 
mou’d, without which there were no expectation ot our profperity. 
Rod. I will doe this, if I can bring ic to any opportunity. 
lag. 1 warrant thee,meete me by and by at the Cittadell;! mud 
fetch his neceflaries afhorc. — Farewell. 

Rod. Adue. Exit, 

lag. That Cafsio loues her,! doe well belceue it ; 

That (lie loues him,tis apt and of great credit ; 

The Moore howbe’r,that I indurehim not, 

Is ofa conftant,noblc,louing na:ure; 

And I dare thmke,bee’le prone to Defdcmona, 

A mod deerc husband : now I doc louc her too, 

Notout of abfolute lud,tho ptraducncure. 

I Hand accountant for as great a fin, 

But partly lead to diet my reueoge. 

For that 1 doe fufpedl the ludfuli Moore, 

Hath leap’d into my featc,the’ thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous mineral! gnaw my inwards. 

And nothing can, nor fhali content my foulc, 

Till I am euen with him,wife,for wife : 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moore, 

Aticaft,iato a kaloufie fo drone, 

That 


Exit. 
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That Judgement cannot cure; which thin ie to doc, 
poore trafhof W horn I cruft. 

For hbquicke hunting, dand the putting on, 

T*le haue our Michael Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufehimto the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

%or I feare Cafsio.M my nightcap to) 

Make the Moore thanke me.loue mc,and reward me. 

For making him egregioufly an AfTe, 

And praflifing vpon his peace and quiet, > 

Euen to madnefle : tis here, but yet confus d, 

ICnaueries plaine face is neuer feene,till vs’d. 

Enter a Gentleman reading a P reclamation. . 

It is Othello's pleafure;our noble and valiant Generall,that vpon 
certaioc tidings now arriued, importing the meere perdition of the 
farkj/h Fleece; that eucry man put himfelfe into triumph: Some to 
dance, fome makebonefires; each man to what fport and Re- 
uelshisnainde leadeshim; forbefidcs thefe beneficial! newes , it 
is the celebration of his Nuptials .• So much was his plcafure 
fhould bee proclaimed. AllOffices 3re open, and there is full 
liberty, from this prefent hourc of fiue, till the bell hath told 
elcuen. Heaucn bleffe the Iflc of Cypw,and our noble Generali 
Othello. 

Enter OtheIlo,Cafi'io } WDcfdemona. 

Oth. Good Michael \ lookc you to the guard to night. 

Lets teach our fclucs the honourable ftoppe, 

'Not to out fport difcreuon- 

Caf. Iago hath directed what to doc : 

Butnotwithftanding with my pcrfonall eye 
Will llooke to it. 

Oth. I Ago is mod honed, 

Michael good night, to morrow with your earlicft. 

Let me haue fpeech with y outcome my deare louc, 

Thepurchafe made,the fruits arc to eufue, 
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